The Safety Catch
forms. From one of these Mr. Richmond Bliss expounded the truth
in a voice of thunderous terror, and uttered sentiments the most
provocative his sense of humour could devise, or his contempt of
the gaping crowd suggest. From another the little Mr. Rodney
Wire, looking but not sounding like a Community Singing Leader
in his white sweater and flannel trousers, shot out the most belli-
gerent pacifism ever heard by a confused citizenry.
"We are not going to stand by helpless," he used to yell, "while
a lot of bloody-minded ruffians and scallywags push us into a ruth-
less carnage, a blood-bath, a charnel-house of a world. No! We are
absolutely determined to stamp out for ever the warmonger, the
cannibal, the blood-luster, and enjoy, whether they want us to or
not, a peaceful world, prosperous and secure."
On the third platform, a youth in a green shirt laid down the law
in a voice not intended by Nature for open-air exercise. He was a
member of the local University College. His hair was long, as was
his face, and he looked at his audience through large round
spectacles. If he emphasized a point by shouting, his throat tickled
at once and he was obliged to cough. When the uproar on the
Barelands became really tremendous, he would rest his voice (which
could not have been heard anyway) by merely mouthing silently,
and making up for it by singularly angular gestures with his arms.
To help his audience further, he gave them the same speech every
Saturday, and had it printed on leaflets, which were for sale at a
penny each. Thus did he overcome by intelligence the handicap of
a physical weakness which he felt he had done nothing to deserve.
The citizens were not deterred from attending by this or any
other certainty of programme. They came for the glorious un-
certainties that lay in the proceedings, and the mood of the Barelands
on a Saturday afternoon was one of a sardonic good humour shot
through by earnestness and an ugly zeal here and there. That
nothing might be lacking to the pleasure of the thousands, there
were certain philanthropists in regular attendance, men of no party,
whose sole aim was to supply the crowds with tea, peanuts, hot
potatoes, lemonade, pork-pies, chocolate and ice-cream. It may at
first sight appear inconceivable that a day should ever dawn suitable
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